go	ANGEL     PAVEMENT
T. Benenden's Own, and then—so stubborn is the spirit
of man—succeeded in unfolding and examining his
pulpy newspaper. Before he had reached the end of City
Road, he had learned that the cost of a public school
education was too high, that the night clubs on Broad-
way were not doing the business they had clone, that a
man in Birmingham had cut his wife's throat, that
students in Cairo were again on strike, that an old
xvoman in Hammersmith had died of starvation, that a
policeman in Suffolk had found six pound notes in the
prisoner's left sock, and that bubonic plague is con-
veyed to human beings by fleas from infected Tats. And
Angel Pavement, when he arrived there, looked as if it
had been plucked, grey and dripping, from the bottom
of an old cistern.
It was an unpleasant morning at the office. To begin
with, the situation was more puzzling than ever* Once
more, Mr. Dersingham did not appear, but telephoned
about half-past ten to say that he would not be there
until late afternoon and would Mr. Smooth "just carry
on." Goath did not reappear, and Mr. Smeeth felt sure
now that he had vanished for ever. Then Miss Matfield
was haughtier than usual,  and very cross.   Young
Turgis, who had contrived to get wetter than anybody
else on his way up to the office, went slouching about
with a long pale face, and every now and then startled
and intimidated everybody by sneezing explosively,
Stanley, at odds with the weather, the world, and his
present destiny, hung about and got in people's way, and
when told to get on with his work, pointed out, not very
respectfully, that he hadn't any work, and Mr, Smeeth
did not find it easy to supply him with any. Several
inquiries by telephone could not be properly answered*

